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	Untitled (For Now)

It should've been just another regular day. By now though, Romano wasn't quite sure what 'regular' meant to anyone anymore.

The sun beat down on his auburn hair, weaving its way through the multitude of dark tangles and into his scalp. He placed his hand on the back of his head, feeling the warmth immediately travel through his arm at the touch. It made him feel sick. 

At first sight, one would think things were actually _normal _around here- the sun was sitting high above the world, a gentle breeze blew past each and every living entity it could lay its hands on, and even a few birds could be heard calling out somewhere in the trees.

But things _weren't _normal. Not one bit. Romano knew that. He couldn't place his finger on what was different, but something definitely seemed _wrong_. He turned his head to the man working on the crops three rows down from him, and scoffed. Even from his spot in the field, he could hear faint whistling coming from the man's lips. The tune didn't sound like anything familiar.

Suddenly the sun's rays felt overwhelmingly hot, and Romano felt his stress melt and swirl into a mess of confusion. He tipped his straw hat forward so it kept the light out of his eyes, and let it fan out in front of his face. It didn't help. He could feel his head heating up as the day started making that sort of _humming_ sound- _like cicadas_, the Italian thought to himself- as the world began to turn blurry and somehow more distant than before.

Out of pure instinct, Romano found himself panicking and stumbling over to the young man who had his back turned, still whistling that tune Romano couldn't recognize. Through his swaying, fuzzy vision, he could see the man turn, eyes widening, revealing huge green pools of emeralds as his brown curls bounced against his cheeks. The last note of the tune he had been whistling stilled in Romano's ears, suspending like a broken bell as he watched all color fade away in a trillion specks of darkness.

"Lo-"

"Lovi"

The ceiling looked blueish and spotty when Romano opened his eyes. The sound of a fan could be heard from somewhere, but all other noises seemed to be extremely muffled. Already he felt the warm, bitter pink of embarrassment rise in his chest as he saw who was sitting next to him.

"Lovino, are you alright? That was quite a fall you took. Good thing I was there to catch you!"

The man smiled and winked, making his left eye look greener than before. He stretched and moved closer to Romano's bed.

"Come on, why don't we get out of here, _sí_?"

Romano sat up abruptly and began to cross his arms, but beforehe could even slouch in dismissal, a huge pounding sensation rocketed through his head. He winced and brought his hand up to his ear, trying to drown out the pain somehow. Two firm hands on his shoulders gently eased him back to his pillow, and he opened his eyes to a reassuring smile framed by soft, wavy brown locks. He frowned and pushed the hands away, now crossing his arms across his chest.

"I don't need help. Just... give me a moment."

The young man's smile never wavered, and it irritated Romano. _What would he have to face to frown for once? Stupid bastard._ He thought as the man left the room, the door clicking lightly. He sighed and closed his eyes, rethinking the events that had just happened.

This wasn't right. He should be at home with Feliciano, not an over-optimistic, air-headed Spaniard that held both too much and not enough self-regard for himself. Not in a chilly, unwelcoming building with pristine white sheets and the constant smell of _sick_. He already missed the taste of pizza and pasta.

It had been so easy to run away from problems. Leave everything in the dust, and make sure to keep enough distance between to prevent another broken heart. Then you'll be just fine. That's what he thought, at least. Now the world seemed to be falling away bit by bit, and he was defenseless against it. He couldn't learn how to love. All he could do is grasp desperately at the fabrics of the ones he cared about, begging them not to change or waver.

Nowadays, where it was so easy to betray your close ones, regular people were turning into _animals_, or, something like that. Though the air was free and the sunlight still kissed the treetops, the people inhabiting the world were in a frenzy. They all had their different individual reasons for acting the way they did; some were finally tired of the regular way of life- the Lather-Rinse-Repeat of it all. Others were hiding in fear from each other. Some thought now was a time for survival, others thought it was a time for regrowth. There seemed to be a multitude of thin lines between hope and despair, and if one was broken, yet another splurge of chaos would be unleashed on society.

The Nations were doing all they could for their people, but without much trust between parties, most of them couldn't get to everybody all the time. Germany had said that most of them were living in constant worry that yet another war would start, and that this time they'd be defenseless and weak. "Foolish humans inflict pain on each other. Can't they see what's right in front of their eyes?" Romano heard him say to Prussia one day. Luckily, only little disputes broke out between people, and none had clashed across borders yet. Still, Romano had Spain set up farms and underground bunkers at his place, and other countries like Russia and China made sure to reinforce their military.

The problem was, with all the chaos, people and Nations both made rash decisions. _They don't think and, in the end, people die_. Romano thought. There had been a few extra casualties in the past four days; at least 790,000 worldwide that he could remember; including ones of natural causes. The Nations would keep in touch about current events as usual, but most of their meetings were grim and everyone always looked sort of... _tired _now. America was catching a cold, and had a hard time breathing when speaking at meetings. Often times, Romano saw Canada look at his brother with such concern that it made his stomach knot up while he would rethink his relationship with North Italy. He himself was doing alright; at least he assumed so since he could still pick fresh tomatoes with Spain in the-

Oh.

That's right.

Why else would he be here?

_I guess this is what it feels like for a Nation to watch their society collapse right in front of their eyes._

He didn't want to know what would come next.


End file.
